CHAPTER TWENTY
SODRAG

“Milord?” Adriana asked in a very surprised voice when she opened the door to Malic’s quarters and Andro stood there, a smallish velvet bag in his hand.


Andro smiled as he looked at her. “I hope you are settling in.” He said. “Forgive me for coming here so late… I was just returning from a briefing.” 

Adriana nodded as she stepped to the side to allow him entry. “It’s not that late sire. Please... come in.”

Andro stepped into the bungalow and turned as she passed her hand over the control panel and the door slid shut. “I apologize again for being so late?”

Adriana shook her head quickly. “It’s not late for me sire.” She answered with a smile. “I…”

“Please Adriana… my name is Androcles. Or Andro for short.” He told her.

“Milord… I… I couldn’t.” Adriana spoke.

“Yes you can Adriana. I insist. I will not have Malic’s sister calling me Milord whenever I interrupt her sleep.” Andro spoke with a grin. “My mothers would be very upset with me if I did that.”
“I wasn’t sleeping Mi… Andro.” She said with a smile. “Really. I was just unpacking a few things.” She replied.

“I apologize for the lack of comforts in the bungalows, but they weren’t really designed for…”

“It is nothing.” Adriana said with a wave of her hand. “I have stayed in far worse. Malic has given me the bed which is the most important thing. At least right now.” She said dropping her hand to rub her swollen abdomen.
“How soon?” He asked.

Adriana smiled. “Three more months.” She answered. “She is our first.”

“You and your husband must be very happy. I was returning from a briefing as I said and I wanted Malic to have this.” He spoke holding up the small bag. “He will be assigned to my section within Mjolnir’s Hand and this is something I have done for all of them.”

Adriana smiled. “I think everything that happened today took its toll on them.” She said softly.

Andro looked at her oddly. “What do you mean?”

Adriana led him to the large bay window in the rear of the bungalow and pushed it open all of the way. She pointed out of the window with a smile. “We returned here after darkness fell as you asked and they studied for four more hours straight through. They fell asleep like that an hour ago.”

Andro leaned out the window and saw Vincix’s huge body leaning against the rear of the bungalow, Malic sound asleep between Vincix’s front and rear legs, his head leaning against Vincix’s midsection. Vincix’s head was resting on the ground next to Malic’s thigh, two data pads resting on Malic’s chest, three more on the ground between them. Andro leaned back into the bungalow and closed the window to keep the cool air inside. 

“I’ve done that many times myself.” He said turning to look at her with a smile. “It’s not important right now.” He lifted the velvet bag. “Just make sure he gets this tomorrow before he leaves the base.”
Adriana took the bag with a nod and looked at him. “May I?”

Andro nodded. “Of course.” He said.

Adriana untied the silk cord and pulled the bag down to reveal the gold Dragon Armor plated pommel of the Nehtes. There were some intricate carvings in the hand grip, and the Nehtes looked as if it was brand new. Adriana looked up. “It is beautiful.” She said softly.

“He should find it is perfectly balanced for him and...” Andro said.

“Will he succeed Milord?” Adriana asked softly. 

Andro met her eyes. “Succeed?” He asked.

“In… in Mjolnir’s Hand?” Adriana asked again. “It is the only thing he has ever truly desired sire. When he… when he failed the Academy… our father was not kind to him. He was considered an embarrassment by everyone. When he told all of us he would ride a dragon one day and be a member of Mjolnir’s Hand… no one believed he could accomplish it. Not even me. They even laughed at him. They thought he was too… they thought he was unintelligent. Our own father… he called him stupid.” She related the story with sadness and anger in her voice. “None of my family… our family… none of them has ever supported him as they have our other siblings. He has always been an outcast. I think they blame him for being born less than what they expected. It is why they acted as they did.”

“You mean using the drugs on him?” Andro asked.

Adriana looked at him shocked. “You… you know about that?”

Andro nodded. “My sister Eliani told me.” He said. “She is Hadarian. She was the one who discovered it several days ago. That is the past now.”

“Is it?” Adriana asked.

Andro smiled and nodded his head. “Malic is bonded with Vincix now Adriana. They are bound together more tightly than normal Pairs. It is what separates Mjolnir’s Hand from the rest of the Pairs in the Union. The bonds we share with our dragon brothers and sisters runs far deeper than most normal Pairs. Essentially we become a part of each other. Vincix is… was a teacher among the dragons. One of the wisest among them who is not an Elder. That knowledge is Malic’s now. Malic’s strength of body and his will is now part of Vincix. Their desire for the same thing is part of what pulled them together.” Andro looked at her. “Succeed? Your brother has already succeeded Adriana. We did not think we would fill the last position within Mjolnir’s Hand for many years. It was only when he came onto my ship and I met him that Elynth and I were able to sense there was something more to him. Something that was crying to get out. As we drew closer to Earth it got stronger, and then even others were able to sense the pull towards each other that he and Vincix had. This was meant to be Adriana, never doubt that.”
“He will not be… he will not be slow any longer?” Adriana asked him still unable to comprehend what Andro was telling her.

Andro shook his head. “Whatever affects the drug your parents used on him as a child… whatever those affects were, they ceased being part of him the moment he and Vincix bonded. You will probably notice the changes starting tomorrow.” He said. “He will begin taking on Vincix’s traits, and Vincix will take on Malic’s traits. They share everything now Adriana and that includes the sum totals of their individual lives. Those traits and experiences and thoughts are now part of them and joined together as one.”
“I could feel the tremors within Mindvoice as they talked.” Adriana spoke softly. “They included me in some of what they were talking about, but for the most part they just sat next to one another looking into each other’s eyes and speaking on a level I could not hope to reach.”

“Things will move quickly for them.” Andro told her. “The strength of a bond within Mjolnir’s Hand accelerates everything because they are able to draw on the experiences and knowledge of all of us. You will see… come time for the ceremony welcoming him and Vincix, they will be completely different. They will have been reborn.”
“And you knew this was going to happen?” Adriana asked.

“It was already meant to be… I only helped matters along. Both of them had reached a major juncture in their lives. Vincix on whether to give up completely his one true desire to be part of us, and Malic had begun questioning all your father and mother had taught him growing up. They had begun questioning themselves, their very purpose and that is never good.” Andro spoke.
Adriana snorted softly. “It is why we are both outcasts.” She said. “Malic because of his learning deficiency and me because I chose to become the mate and wife of a vampire.”

“You followed your own path and made your decision.” Andro spoke. “Malic has now found his path. There are many who still harbor old hatreds, even among our people. It will take many centuries for that to finally be laid to rest. If ever. We can only follow what our hearts and fate have in store for us. No matter what it is.”

“And Malic?”

Andro smiled. “Malic is one of us now. Part of the Sacred Three Hundred that my father formed when dragons first came into the lives of the Union. With you and Vincix and us, he will never be alone again.”

“You said this was a stepping stone to what else he wanted.” Adriana said. “What did you mean?”

Andro chuckled. “Just remember this… burgundy and yellow.” He said. “That is what else your brother desires. More than even he realizes.”

“What is that?” Adriana asked.

“You will discover soon enough I think.” Andro spoke with a smile. “Your father arrives tomorrow. He was coming to try and convince Malic to leave and he has since discovered you came here to help him stay. I have strict policies when it comes to security clearances and access to this base and your father does not have clearance to enter this base unless I give it to him.”
“You… you allowed me to come here? I am not part of the military in any way.” Adriana said.

Andro nodded. “Malic needed your guidance and support when I signed that order. He was reaching out to you because he had made his decision to travel down this path he is now on. He will need you even more now, as his sister, his friend and his mentor.” He answered.

“Androcles… he is older than me.” Adriana said.

Andro nodded. “He sees you as something else because of what you are. He reached out to you because he wants to learn. And you are a teacher. I imagine you and Vincix combined will make him a scholar.”

Adriana shook her head after a moment. “It doesn’t matter what my father wants.” She spoke. “Our father can come here and rant all he likes but it will change nothing now. We will not change to what he wishes us to be. Not now.”

Andro nodded. “Then I will allow him limited access as long as he remains on his best behavior.” He took a deep breath and Adriana watched him tilt his head slightly as if catching a scent on the wind. “I… I have some other business to attend to before I do what Malic is doing.” He said turning back to her with a smile. “My sister Eliani is part Hadarian as I said, and I would feel better if you went and saw her tomorrow to insure everything with the baby is fine. And to let her know you are on the base in case you need her.”

Adriana nodded. “That is probably wise.” She said.

“Let Malic know that my Uncle Isra will be joining him and Vincix tomorrow at some point.” Andro said. “My sister Lisisa and my brother Denali will be with him as well. To help him prepare for the ceremony. The studying I will leave up to you and Vincix as the teachers.”

“Thank you Milord.” Adriana said softly. 

Andro shook his head. “Don’t thank me. If anything I should be thanking you and Malic. He has completed the Sacred Circle of Mjolnir’s Hand and you were part of the catalyst for that taking place. I would imagine when they all get here you will be thanked quite a bit… so get used to it.”

Adriana’s eyes were wide. “They… they are coming here?” She gasped.

Andro nodded with a smile. “All two hundred and ninety-five that are off Earth. They should start arriving the morning after tomorrow. It will be quite a sight.” Andro tilted his head upwards for a brief moment again and then bowed his head to her. “It is late and I will let you go now. Welcome Adriana.”

“Andro… what will happen to the dragon that they… that they fought?” Adriana asked quickly.

“The dragon Elder Mother has taken him where he can recover and finally find his true path.” Andro replied. “The bond he had with Yuri was forced upon him. It was not a natural event as it is with the others. He is meant for someone else. Someone he has not yet discovered. Something deep inside Vollenth’s mind knew this and it was twisting him in his actions and intent as he tried to fight her control over his perceptions. It is not something easily done and it requires a great deal of Mindvoice power to accomplish. Princess Yuri is such a person. Now that Elynth and I have severed that bond, he can recover and perhaps one day he will find the person he is meant to be with.” He explained to her. “As with Malic and Vincix… he will know who that individual is when they finally meet. And they will meet one day. Perhaps not for days or months or even years, but they will meet.” He bowed his head slightly. “I truly need to go now. Thank you Adriana, and welcome once more.”

Adriana watched him turn and exit the bungalow quickly, as if something suddenly was pulling him somewhere else. She looked at the Nehtes in her hand as she moved back to the bay window and looked once more down on the ground where her brother and the huge form of Vincix slept.

“You will never be alone again brother.” She whispered seeing the moon bathing them in a soft light. “And I will never doubt you again.”

SPARTA

GOVERNMENTAL OFFICE BUILDING

OFFICE OF QUEEN DYSEA AND QUEEN FOR’MYA

For’mya stared at Dysea’s empty chair across her desk as she sipped her mug of coffee. She worried more for Dysea than the others because she was also an elf and knew well the horrors that an Immortal could inflict on a female elf if they so chose. Sexual enslavement not by force but by need. That is what an Immortal could do to a female elf. She kept her fears buried deep for she trusted Dysea’s judgment explicitly, and she knew Dysea was extremely lethal when she needed to be. She was much safer with Iriral at her side, but it still did not allow For’mya to not worry completely.

She and Dysea had grown close over the past years and not just as lovers, wives and Queens to the man they both cherished so utterly. They were Queens of not only the Lycavorian Union, but also of Elear, the elven homeworld. This was not something For’mya had wanted or worked for, but it was something that Dysea had insisted on.


“You are the last of the true Elven Royal Blood For’mya; you and your father.” Dysea spoke. “It is you who should sit on this throne, not I. If you will not do so willingly, then I will make you co-Queen and we will rule our people together.” 

Dysea had done just that, passing a new amendment to the Elf Constitution that named For’mya as co-Queen of Elear, and for the first time in the history of the elven people they had two rulers who they all adored. The last twenty years had seen them rule their elf homeworld together, almost never disagreeing on what they should do or how they should guide their people. And after their initial meeting and distrust of one another, Dysea and For’mya’s father L’tian had grown to deeply care for and respect each other. In many ways, L’tian had become the father Dysea never knew. This is why Dysea did not blink when Anton had presented the information to her, and after she and For’mya had discussed it, they had contacted L’tian on Elear to dig further. For’mya turned her head when the small chime interrupted her thoughts and she saw it was her senior aide.

She reached out and touched the panel. “Yes Un’la?”

“Your father is on secure COM channel seven Lady For’mya.” The young female voice spoke.

“Thank you Un’la… you may put it through here.” For’mya answered as she turned in her chair to face the holo disc in the floor of their office. They had long ago torn down the wall separating the two offices between them since they were co-Queens. For’mya watched as her father’s tall for an elf figure take shape and burst into existence with clear precision. “Father… I was going to contact you in another hour or so.”

L’tian’s dark eyes twinkled as they always did when he looked at his daughter. She was the image of her mother in many ways and L’tian often thought of how her life had taken shape since Martin Leonidas had entered it. It was more than he could ever have hoped for as a father and his respect and loyalty for Martin Leonidas knew no bounds. “I decided I would beat you to the punch so to speak For’mya my child. Especially considering the information I have.” He stated quickly. 

“You are looking well papa.” For’mya said with a smile. “I see you are finally eating what mother is feeding you.”

L’tian waved his hand. “It only took me some time to get used to all this healthy food that your mother has taken to eating.” He answered. “Have you heard from Dysea?” L’tian was one of only three that knew For’mya’s and Dysea’s location constantly. He was now a very senior and influential member of the Elven Parliament and the right hand to the Elf High Minister.
“She contacted Martin this morning.” For’mya answered. “Everything is proceeding as planned and she will land some time this evening our time.”

“I don’t know how comfortable I am with Dysea among Immortals.” L’tian spoke. “Even those that Martin Leonidas says are trustworthy.”
“I would imagine you are feeling exactly how I feel.” For’mya stated. “I worry for her, but I also know she is more than capable of taking care of herself.”

L’tian nodded his head. “Yes… that is without question.” He said. “I was able to obtain the information you and she requested of me. And quite a bit more.”

“Tell me.” For’mya said.

“It would appear that this Las’elh is correct For’mya.” L’tian spoke. “At least given the information you received from her and after speaking with Minister Cunlaut.”
“He admitted this?” For’mya asked stunned.

L’tian nodded. “After I told him you and Dysea threatened to bring him up on charges of treason if he did not tell us everything yes.” He answered. “Las’elh is right… the transport her sister and Cunlaut’s daughter were on was not destroyed. It was hijacked by at least two dozen unknown individuals. They acted swiftly and precisely and were able to subdue the crew and passengers before they were able to react. Definitely not Immortals. According to Cunlaut’s daughter it was done with surgical precision and then they checked the manifest thoroughly before deciding that to keep an elven Minister’s daughter was not in their best interests. They put her in an escape pod with instructions she was to say nothing except that the ship was destroyed. They told her they would be watching her and if she said anything else they would kill everyone they took hostage and then find her and kill her and her entire family. The young woman was petrified For’mya. She still is. I practically had to force the truth from her. I did some checking and we have lost nine ships in the last ten years alone to so called accidents that were questionable at best. When I cross referenced this information among Netnews reports and other official documents I discovered three Hadarian ships and two Acamarian ships that were lost during the same time period. All of them carried elves, and the two Hadarian ships carried some rather advanced medical equipment as well.”

For’mya leaned forward in her chair now. “How many total?” She asked.

“If the manifests were accurate, four hundred nineteen.” He answered. “All of them listed as transport accidents and with the exception of Cunlaut’s daughter, all of the passengers listed as killed in the accidents.”

“That she was the only survivor did not raise questions?” For’mya asked. “Her ship had more than enough escape pods to accommodate the entire passenger manifest. Only one of them returns and with only one survivor and nothing is investigated as to why?”

“The Commander of EI is a boyhood friend of Cunlaut. He knows what happened and to keep Cunlaut and his daughter safe he buried the other incidents and never pressed forward with investigations.” L’tian said. “He is also the one that pushed to get Las’elh vetted out of EI in an attempt to keep her quiet.”

“Sending an EI Recovery Team to Talbor Seven to collect Las’elh is in no way following the directives Dysea and I laid out for their use!” For’mya snapped as she came to her feet. “What was he going to do if she refused to accompany them peacefully? Silence her?”

L’tian watched as she moved to the counter in the office and refilled her mug of Aricia’s coffee. He sipped his own tea as he watched her quietly. He knew his daughter well, and in the time since Martin had turned her they had grown even closer. The daughter he had once known no longer existed, the wolf blood now flowing in her veins making her more passionate about everything. She was still very much in control of her emotions in the typical elven fashion, but there were times when she and Dysea both let their wolf blood come rising to the surface.

“Given that these unknown individuals were able to act with such impunity within Union territory tells me they had help.” L’tian said. “It would not be a stretch to imagine they could follow through with their threat if they so chose to.”

For’mya turned back to look at the image. “And we have no idea who they were?” She asked.

L’tian shook his head. “None. Cunlaut’s daughter says they all wore full face helmets that hid their features. She said they were all large and muscular but she was almost certain they were not Immortals.”

“So some other group is out there targeting elves.” For’mya spoke. “Mercenaries?”

“I also checked the records for all major spaceports within the Union for the last three years since the end of the war.” L’tian said. “There have been no ships reported missing or disappearing under suspicious circumstances in that time. If it was mercenaries… why would they stop after being so successful?”

“Fourteen ships in a decade.” For’mya said. “Perhaps they were frightened that we would catch on to what was happening. You know how Martin regards mercenary scum.”

L’tian nodded. “Not much higher than insects if my memory serves me correctly.” He answered. “That must be a trait that is unique to those who come from Earth… Anja, Dysea, Tarifa, all of them seem to consider mercenaries and pirates with particular vitriol.”
“Did any of the Hadarian medical equipment appear on the Black Market lists in The Wilds?” For’mya asked.

L’tian shook his head. “Not on any of the lists that Armetus provides to us.” He said.

“That is odd.” For’mya said. “Hadarian medical technology is highly regarded by everyone. It could have brought them a great deal of wealth.”

“That is the other thing For’mya…” L’tian said. “Armetus’s people keep track of things like that, yet there has not been a huge influx of elven slaves into the market. Part of that is because of how Martin regards slavery and many have stopped targeting elves and other species altogether, but I find it odd that not one of these elves that were taken has appeared in the slave pits or underground channels and fed this information back to us.”

“Well… they had to have been receiving some sort of help from within the Union.” For’mya spoke. “Our civilian flight plans are not secret, but nor are they easy to obtain without the proper clearances.”

“Can Armetus have some people check on it?” L’tian asked.

For’mya shook her head. “Between what Anton and Cihera are working on, the High Coven and Kavalian delegations here on Earth and trying to confirm the Coven intelligence, the Krypteria is stretched very tightly. I do not want to saddle Armetus with another task that would not draw a priority. These events are troubling… but nothing has happened in the last three years and that would not warrant drawing resources from other tasks.”

“Then I will handle it.” L’tian spoke. “With yours and Dysea’s permission and authority, let me take care of it.”

“Papa… you are not an intelligence operative.” For’mya spoke.

“No… but the Commander of the EI is.” L’tian said. “I do not condone what he has done For’mya… but I do understand it. Let me give him an opportunity to make things right. If he knows we have yours and Dysea’s full support, I can tackle the political side of it and leave him to discover what he can using EI assets. This does appear to be targeted at elves.”

“Does he know Las’elh is with Anton and Cihera?” For’mya asked.

L’tian shook his head. “That was not something I deemed he needed knowledge of.”

“You do realize Papa; if you get yourself injured in any way mother and Martin Leonidas will confine you to your home on Elear.” For’mya said with a grin. “The better to control you.”

L’tian chuckled. “I have no doubt of that.” He said.

For’mya nodded. “Very well… I will cut you authorization orders and transmit them to you within the hour. Make it very clear to him that he answers to you Papa. And if he attempts to hide anything else I will have his elf ass arrested and he will be tried here on Earth in a Spartan court.”

“I will let him know.” L’tian said.

“Where will you start?” For’mya said.

“I am going to get a list of passengers and while he tracks down the names I will try and find the cargo manifests of the ships and determine if this Hadarian equipment has turned up in some of the more unusual places.” L’tian said. “You are dealing with the Kavalian delegation daughter… and you need to be focused. Rumors are already starting to circulate that Lisisa told them where to go this morning. The Netnews channels seem to have an inside source and they have been hinting at some rather harsh words and actions that were exchanged this morning between the two parties.”

For’mya nodded. “They are trying to use the fact that Pleistarchus is her father to force Kavalian citizenship upon her so that they can gain access to her personal belongings and such. It is my understanding Kavalian females are not afforded many rights.”

L’tian nodded. “I had heard this as well.” He said. “I take it Lisisa told them what to do with their demands?”

For’mya smiled. “With a little assistance from Denali, yes.” She replied. “Though if my perception of this Jiss and Matuarr is accurate they will push their agenda regardless.”

“Be mindful For’mya… someone there is leaking this information to the many Netnews channels.” L’tian said. “Something was mentioned about using the Galactic Courts to force Lisisa to do their bidding.”

“We will be mindful father… don’t worry.” She stated. “You just continue to eat what mother places in front of you and stay out of harm’s way.”

It was L’tian’s turn to laugh and he nodded his head. “I will deal with this and you can let Dysea know that as well.”

“Keep me advised of what is happening.” For’mya said.

“Always.” L’tian answered. “I will contact you back as soon as I find something.”
For’mya nodded as the image of her father faded from the disc and she moved back to settle in the chair behind her desk. She sipped her coffee before passing her hand over the desktop control panel. “Un’la… someone is feeding the Netnews channels information they should not have yet.” She spoke evenly. “Have Durcunusaan Security check all outgoing communications from the Senate Meeting room and offices.”
“Yes Milady.” The voice answered. “Right away.”

“And advise Deia I will be a few minutes late for our meeting. I want to check on the little ones before Aurith and I fly over to her office.” For’mya said.
“I will tell her thirty minutes then Lady For’mya?” Un’la’s voice held some small humor in it.

For’mya chuckled. “You know me too well Un’la.” She said.

“I will see to it Lady For’mya.” Her aide replied.

SODRAG


“Sadi… f’sarn… gi phraktos… f'sarn aluin… ulu doer 'sohna!” (Oh gods I’m going to come again)

Carisia’s body arched off the bed once more as the orgasm thundered through her lithe frame. Her body was glistening in the light of the moon bathing the bedroom, the very dim illumination globes adding to the dreamlike atmosphere. Her large breasts rose proudly upward as her back domed off the bed, her nipples burning hot points, even as her abdomen clenched almost painfully and her mouth opened in a breathless scream as her sweet come erupted from her body in riotous waves. Her normally maya blue colored eyes were now the cobalt blue color of her vampiric nature, her long fangs completely exposed. This almost violent explosion was unlike any of the others that Sadi had given her this night. It was so much more powerful and staggering, Carisia sure that her muscles would rip through her skin as she clenched the edges of the soft mattress until her knuckles were white.
Carisia had never been with a woman before this night, and Sadi had only the one tryst with Teeria all those years ago. This fact in no way dampened their desire and need for each other and once they fell upon the bed together, they both succumb to what they wanted so desperately. Their exploration had begun slowly as Sadi peeled Carisia’s clothes from her one piece at a time. By the time Carisia was completely naked on the bed next to her, Sadi had long ago discarded the thin robe she wore and their flesh was touching in numerous places. Their exploration had begun with kisses. Sizzling kisses of love, discovery and passion. They were kisses that ignited inside Carisia what had been lying dormant for so long, an unquenchable need that Androcles’s kiss had awakened and almost released. She knew now that he had held back when he had kissed her, something Sadi was not doing in the least. Sadi’s lips were wonderfully soft and tasted faintly of sweet spices, her warm tongue deliciously talented in its movements and the sensations it had caused. Sadi had wasted no time, the burning need in her now ruling her actions. As Carisia withered on the bed beneath her ministrations, Sadi had used her lips and tongue to seek out and find what she wanted. They had danced across Carisia’s wonderfully large breasts, teasing and nibbling on her stiff nipples as her hands had caressed and explored her legs and ass.

The moment Sadi had tasted Carisia’s passion she knew she was hooked. Her pussy was lusciously bare, her labia fully inflamed in lustful passion of her own. Her clit was protruding arrogantly demanding attention, and Sadi willingly lavished that nub with unabashed attention. She encased it within her soft lips and battered it mercilessly with her tongue as her fingers caressed featherlike along Carisia’s smooth silky pussy lips, tracing up one side and down the other before she slipped two fingers deeply into Carisia’s tight tunnel and the floodgates opened fully, and Sadi drank her passion like a fine wine.

Carisia may have only been five foot two and a hundred and ten pounds soaking wet, but she was also a pureblood vampire, with all the strength and skills of her species. It took several minutes after that first explosion and eruption of her essence before she could form concise thoughts again, but then the only thought she had was how badly she wanted to taste this woman. Using her vampire speed and strength, it had been nothing to turn the tables on Sadi, flipping her over onto the bed and then stretching her body out on top of her. After an incredible kiss, a kiss in which Carisia tasted herself on Sadi’s lips, she began her own trek downward to the treasure she so desired. It took her forever to explore Sadi’s flesh, stopping to fondle and knead Sadi’s incredible breasts and suckle her hard nipples. She lavished Sadi’s well defined abdomen with long licks and strokes of her tongue as she slid lower between her beautifully tanned and firm thighs. When she saw the incredible tattoo adorning the flesh just above Sadi’s visibly excited and moist pussy Carisia wondered if she had perhaps died and gone to paradise. She attempted to focus and inexperienced as she may have been, she tried to do the exact same thing Sadi had done to her to make her quiver and cry out. Sadi’s fingers had entwined in her radiant raven black hair, pulling Carisia’s head closer as her breathing began to quicken. It happened almost instantly when Carisia plunged two fingers deeply into Sadi’s already soaked pussy. Sadi’s body went completely rigid, her hips undulating powerfully, shoving her spasming pussy hard against Carisia’s face and she erupted as well. Carisia’s eyes closed in blissful satisfaction as Sadi’s sweetness flooded across her lips and tongue, and like Sadi had done, Carisia drank the passion down without hesitation.
That had begun three very long and nonstop hours of delightful entertainment. They were unable to get enough of each other, causing each other to explode more times than they could remember. Carisia took a slightly more dominant role, for when they were locked together she was always on top of Sadi. The bed sheets were long since torn from the edges and soaked in their sweat and residual excitement, something neither of them were concerned about in the least.

Carisia blinked several times, her eyes wide in wonderment. What had she done to her to make this orgasm so much more powerful? She could still feel lips delicately caressing her still aroused pussy, Sadi’s tongue slowly dragging along to capture any drops that may have escaped her lips. As her mind once more came into focus she felt the tongue more keenly now and it was wider and moved with dominance. Her eyes grew a little wider when she felt soft brush of hair against the insides of her thighs and she reached down to grasp Sadi’s head and pull her up for a kiss.
Carisia’s eyes grew even wider as her fingers found not long silky blond hair, but soft short midnight black hair. She lifted her head instantly even as she saw Sadi’s face drop next to her from the side with a loving smile. Carisia’s cobalt blue eyes filled with unleashed ardor and worship when she saw Andro lift his face from between her thighs with a ravishing smile, her juices coating his lips and the goatee he wore.

“A… Andro!” She gasped even as he nuzzled the insides of her taut thighs which were thrown over his shoulders and she realized it was Androcles that had just given her the most crushing orgasm of the night. She had been so enveloped within what was happening to her she had not even realized that he had entered the room and Sadi had gleefully surrendered her place between Carisia’s thighs to him. 
Sadi chuckled as she traced her tongue along Carisia’s ear. “I told you he was talented Carisia.” She said in a husky whisper. 

“How… how did…”

Sadi nuzzled Carisia’s cheek before taking her head in her hands and turning her face to look at her. Sadi then kissed her intensely; one hand dropping down to cupped her breast and pinch her nipple. “You didn’t think our mate and husband would not smell us together even from across the base did you?” Sadi asked as she drew back her lips, tickling Carisia’s top lip with her tongue. “That he would not feel us and our pleasure within Mindvoice?”
“Our… our mate and… and husband?” Carisia exclaimed softly as she felt herself responding to Sadi’s passionate kiss.

Sadi nodded with a brilliant smile. “Ours… Enylarcopri.” She spoke in a seductive whisper. “And I don’t think you will be disappointed.”
Carisia turned her head once more when she saw Andro rise from between her thighs, gently lowering her legs back to the bed. He was completely naked, his glorious body totally exposed for her eyes to take in. As her eyes wandered over his magnificently sculpted body, Carisia felt her own desire surge to the forefront once more. Her cobalt blue eyes lowered and grew wider still as she saw his equipment. It protruded dominantly to her eyes, so very long and thick and pulsing with desire and passion all its own. Compared to what she saw before her, what would soon be filling her, Thast’s ridiculously small tool was beyond insignificant. It flashed briefly across her mind now why Lycavorian women were so completely devoted to their men. Carisia watched as Andro slowly moved onto the bed on his knees between her wide spread legs, his fingers dragging along her thighs and causing delightful shivers to skitter across her flesh. He moved closer to her, leaning over to drop his hands on either side on her hips until his handsome face was directly in front of hers, with Sadi’s looking just over her shoulder. Carisia’s heart was racing now, her cobalt blue eyes filled with renewed lust and want.

“I am going to make you ours now Enylarcopri.” He spoke softly, his voice like wind chimes moving in the breeze yet commanding in tone and intent, as his lips came within inches of hers. 
Carisia whimpered softly. “I… I already am yours.” She hissed out the words gently as his head lowered to nuzzle the hollow of her throat.

“Not just yet.” Sadi’s voice whispered in her ear.

Andro’s heart was pounding out of control within his chest, Sadi’s sweet sugar plume and spice scent was sending his senses into overload mode as they always did. When saturated with Carisia’s scent of newly blossoming rose petals as it was now, all conscious thought and decision making left him. He had heard their cries of zeal within Mindvoice, and as soon as he entered the bungalow, he was overwhelmed with the heavy scent of their combined passions. They had drawn him like a moth to a flame, and he had come without question or thought. He lifted his lips to capture Carisia’s sweet rose tasting ones and what little control he had left evaporated when he tasted their combined juices on her soft pink lips.

Andro brought his hands under her thighs, leaning forward even more to push her back onto the bed, and with a single will crushing plunge he sank all twelve inches of his thick cock into Carisia. Her most recent orgasm still coated her tightness and it provided him all of the lubrication he needed to slam home fully into her depths. Her lips tore away from his, her eyes wide and she screamed in untainted ecstasy as her arms flew around his broad shoulders.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh!” The sound escaped her lips. “Vith uns'aa! Morfeth uns'aa dossta ussta ssinssrigg!” (Fuck me! Make me yours my love.)
Carisia screamed as every wonderfully thick and throbbing inch of Androcles Leonidas sank into her depths and stole her mind, her heart and her very soul. Whatever lingering doubts that may have occupied the dark reaches of her mind were quickly smashed aside as his powerful arms completely wrapped underneath her waist and pulled her petite frame even closer to his scorching hot body. All ability to think with clarity was lost to her then as Andro began to drive into her with dominating power and divinely rapturous twelve inch strokes. Tears clouded her tightly shut eyes as she realized this was not merely a coupling of mutual desire and need. Andro was making her his, molding her to him and holding nothing back. She could feel every throbbing millimeter of his shaft as it filled her. Every vein as it pressed against the spasming walls of her pussy. He was larger than she had ever imagined him to be, yet he filled her so completely and without the slightest inkling of pain. He stretched her, shaped her to fit around his wonderful cock, and it was all she could do just to keep her heart from exploding at the devastating pleasure ripping through her at this very moment.

And then her heart did explode. 

It exploded with emotions and feelings that she had never dreamed existed as three minds flooded together and they entwined the fabrics of their lives irrevocably. Carisia could feel Sadi’s head drop to the opposite side of where Andro had tucked his face into her neck, her soft lips dancing across her ear and neck driving her to even higher heights of pleasure. As their Mindvoice shields mingled and combined and their collective power reached outward against those shields all three of them sensed it in the recesses of their minds. A fourth presence that was nearby and so very attuned to them. Attuned to them in a way it should not have been. Three minds probed outward, their collective power searching for that fourth presence. The contact had been fleeting but their united power allowed them to find that thread once more. It was suddenly lost to them however as their physical pleasure regained prominence in their minds and nothing but reaching for that pinnacle mattered anymore.

Andro was on the edge; Carisia’s tightness and clenching heat far too much like Sadi’s own pussy to allow him much in the way of control. He lifted his head from the crook of her shoulder and neck, one arm reaching for his Anome. Sadi did not hesitate as his lips claimed hers, stretching her body out to press against both their frames. Andro groaned loudly within their kiss as his cock swelled larger within Carisia’s depths. Carisia’s eyes opened in blissful abandon, her fangs extended and prominent. She saw them kissing passionately, felt Andro’s cock grow impossibly large inside her, felt Sadi’s lush body pressed against both of theirs. And finally, just as Andro’s burning come exploded from his deeply buried cock, Carisia snapped her fangs shut on his thick neck, piercing his jugular and flooding her mouth with his warm and heavenly tasting blood.

This action sent all three of them into volcanic eruptions, Sadi experiencing the first of what would be many orgasms simply because their three minds were so completely joined and she could feel every ebb of pleasure that shuddered through them. Andro’s come blasted into Carisia’s womb with electrifying force, and tears leaked from her tightly shut eyes. They could feel each other’s pleasure racing through their minds to every corner of their beings, and without conscious thought they past that pleasure to another. 

Andro crushed Sadi closer to him if that was even possible, even as his other hand held Carisia’s head tightly to his neck. Sadi’s lips claimed his as Carisia fed ecstatically on his blood even as her body shuddered in a mind numbing orgasm and she felt Sadi’s pussy humping their hips, her juices coating their skin. They collapsed onto the bed a few moments later, Carisia sensuously drawing her tongue across the two puncture marks in Andro’s neck, sealing the twin holes in his neck. As she drew her head back, Sadi’s lips found hers once more and they shared a blistering kiss of love and commitment as he lowered them to the bed. Their limbs entwined together, Andro’s powerful arms drawing both of them into his embrace as they basked in the aftermath of what would become the beginning of not only their future, but the future of their bonded ones as well.

Carisia drew her lips away from Sadi’s and she looked at them with bright cobalt blue eyes, the tips of her fangs still very visible.

“Please… please tell me we are not finished.” She gasped softly.

Andro grinned as he looked at Sadi and then back to Carisia. “Finished?” He said finally. “Enylarcopri… we have…”

“Only just begun.” Sadi finished his statement.


Anthar snorted heavily into the wind, trying to shake the sensations coursing through him. They were so powerful, unlike any emotions he had felt from his bonded sister ever before. She had finally found the love she had so desired, but neither of them expected the feelings and emotions to channel to him as well. It was not something he was prepared for, and he had taken to the calm skies to try and push the passion and desire from his mind, and subdue his own feelings of desire and want for a certain obsidian scaled female. He sliced through the skies, reciting the classes and calculations that Vincix had taught them over and over to escape the burning of his own blood. He had changed so much since coming here to this planet, his diet now allowing him to fully mature into the muscular form he now had. His sixteen meter long body had filled out incredibly since arriving on Earth and being able to feed on the protein rich food and prey they were allowed to hunt here. He was faster and stronger than before, his mind sharper with the new skills Vincix had taught them all. The calculations and equations of flight that they had once lacked was now theirs, and it was rapidly becoming second nature and instinct as he adjusted his flight to compensate for the less dense air this high up. His powerful wings beat easily, driving his four metric tone body higher with ease. Since coming here, the bond he shared with Carisia had grown nearly five fold in power and clarity, and that is why even through their natural shields he was feeling her pleasure and happiness and joy. Their minds had mingled even more as the days passed, making their connection stronger and focused. Unfortunately, that bond was now why he was experiencing the same passion and desire she was, but his feelings were directed toward one he had wanted more than anything since the day her golden eyes first penetrated his dreams. The stronger the emotions coming from Carisia, the stronger his desire for Elynth grew; until he could almost feel her hazel musk scent no matter which way he turned.  

It was maddening to him, for he did not believe that Elynth would even feel the same as he did. She was far more refined a dragon than any he had ever encountered, and considerably more powerful.


Yet it was all Anthar could do to get her smooth obsidian scales out of his head this night and that was why he had taken to the skies.


An attempt to forget about her. An attempt that was not succeeding in the least.


It was so much more powerful.


Elynth had been able to block it from her mind when Andro and Sadi had come together, though only barely so intense was their love for each other. Now… with Carisia joining them as well, their combined Mindvoice powers were battering her shields in a way nothing ever had. Elynth had listened to Tharua describe her first time with Jeth, pretending she was asleep while Tharua related their coupling to Arydun in a hushed whisper within Mindvoice. It only made the deep set feelings she had for Anthar push closer to the surface. She had dismissed the dreams of him for so long, until he had come here to Earth and she had seen him. Never had she seen a more handsome male dragon in her young life, and there were dozens of their kind that wanted to court her. Most were too afraid to approach her father for his permission and thus remained away, and Elynth’s indifferent attitude towards them also was part of why none had yet formally approached her. Elynth now knew why she acted as she did.


The cerise colored Anthar.


He had been part of her dreams for so long, and now that he was actually here among them and so much more handsome than in her dreams, Elynth was beside herself with trying to push her own desire and passion to the back. It had almost worked, at least up until tonight. She should have expected it, the intensity of what she would feel, but she knew there was no way she could have suppressed it for very much longer. 


Perhaps it is time to follow our own path sister. Andro’s voice had filled her mind just before he returned home this night. She could sense the building passion within him as he drew closer to Sadi and Carisia. I will not walk in my father’s shadow any longer. It is time for me to reach for and grab what I want. Time for us to reach for and grab what we want sister. Anthar is what you want isn’t he Elynth?


Yes. She had answered without a blink of hesitation.


Then let us grab what we want sister. 

Elynth had made for the pens immediately after that conversation, only to find that Anthar had taken to the skies already, unable to hide the burning of his blood. She had followed instantly, pulling herself high and trying to find him within Mindvoice. It wasn’t hard for her to do, and she pulled close to him from underneath watching as he snorted and shook his head trying to fight the sensations within him. Elynth felt them as well, her heart racing as she flew along beneath him and to his rear. Her golden eyes watched with increasing desire as long his muscular form moved with each beat of his wings. He was larger than the average Firespitter by at least a meter, and would probably grow another meter or two over the course of the next few hundred years, but that would only add to his beauty in her eyes. He kept going higher in a losing effort to fight what she knew he was feeling, for she felt it rippling through her body as well.


Andro was right.


And now was the time she needed to act and grab what she wanted.


Anthar banked slightly, rolling onto his back, his magenta colored eyes staring at the moon. He was at thirty-three thousand feet and still his blood was racing and burning. He snorted loudly and trumpeted out in the darkness in anger directly at the moon.

Why can’t I fight it! He bellowed out in Mindvoice.


For the same reason I can’t fight it. The soft female voice echoed in his thoughts. Anthar rolled over instantly, his magenta eyes sweeping the sky all around him. I want it more than I want to fight it.


Anthar’s keen eyes swept left and right of him, and he dipped his wings slightly to shift course, scanning the empty sky all around. Elynth?

Anthar? Her voice was like music to his mind.


Where… where are you? What are you doing up here?


Making a decision I have been denying for a long time. Elynth answered. And I have been fighting the same things you are fighting right now.


I can’t block them! Anthar exclaimed. No matter what I do… I can’t block them! It’s too powerful!


Why… why do you want to block these feelings Anthar? She asked her voice in his mind still whisper soft. Why not surrender to them?

Because it is you I want! It is you that has filled my dreams for so long! Just like Andro has filled Carisia’s! He screamed out. And I am not good enough for you! He heard her chuckle softly within Mindvoice. And you laugh at me now!


Not at you my handsome Anthar. At us.


What… what do you mean?

We are the bonded dragons to two of the strongest Mindvoice users alive Anthar. And when they have decided to surrender all that they are to each other, we still fight what we know is meant to be. Elynth spoke. What our own bodies and minds tell us is meant to be. Why do you think that is? 

Elynth… He began.


I desire you just as strongly as you desire me my handsome Anthar. She spoke with a husky voice filled with desire and want.


Do not play with me! He snapped out.


Look down you fool male! Elynth commanded. She waited for his head to whip around and turn downward where she flew beneath him not ten meters away. You are so clouded with trying to deny what you want that you let me get this close to you undetected. I want you just as badly as you want me Anthar.


Why do you tease me Elynth! He demanded in a subdued tone.


Elynth took a deep breath and rolled inverted so that the lighter obsidian colored scales of her belly was exposed to him, as well as her sex, which was swollen with excitement and passion. She smiled inwardly at hearing his audible intake of breath even as fast as they were flying and knew then her decision was the right one. I tease you because you are who I want as well Anthar.

Elynth propelled herself slightly ahead of him and adjusted her flight to ease up within a meter of his snout. It was here that she released a heavy burst of her female scent into the air directly into his snout just as her mother had told her to do. Isheeni had told her daughter it would send her father into passionate fits when she did that to him, but because she was mated it would not draw any other males. Elynth was not yet mated and her scent would carry that fact until she did mate. Anthar’s magenta eyes exploded open as her hazel musk scent and desire spilled across his muzzle. His eyes narrowed a little as he heard her chuckle softly.


You are who I want Anthar, and you had better take me before my scent draws every unmated dragon within a thousand kilometers. Elynth spoke the words that set herself free just as her bonded brother had.

Elynth are you…


Elynth released another more sustained burst of her scent directly into his snout before he had even finished his sentence. I desire no one but you Anthar! Now take me you fool male… and mark my scent as yours so that others do not come here thinking I just gave them an open invitation! I desire no one’s attentions but yours!

Anthar snorted loudly and peeled up and away from her. Elynth’s eyes filled with worry as she watched him draw away quickly, and then they filled with anticipation as she watched him roll over and plunge towards her.


Elynth’s eyes nearly bulged from her head and she let loose with a trumpet of unabashed pleasure and passion as Anthar slammed into her, his huge cock guided by instinct along and penetrating her fully. Pleasure unlike any her mother had tried to describe tore through her body and she clamped her talons into Anthar’s armor like scales, attempting to draw him even deeper. He bellowed out his own trumpet of passion that rolled across the clouds like an echo before folding his wings around her, collapsing her wingspan within his and they plummeted towards the ground far below. Elynth wrapped her long neck around his as they fell, her golden eyes ablaze with heavy passion and she clamped her teeth onto his shoulder as his huge organ stroked into her with deliberate thrusts, filling her more completely than Elynth thought possible. The pleasure seared across her mind and her eyes became heavy with arousal and the burning of her dragon blood for this male who was making her his.

Gone was the hesitant nature and questioning personality. Now Elynth’s talons dug deeper when he tried to withdraw, and they pulled him even closer when he rammed back in. Her fangs left his shoulder as the first orgasm of her life caused her to trumpet her joy to the moon, her pleasure amplified by Anthar’s organ swelling within her depths and filling her with his searing hot seed.


They parted still several thousand feet above the earth, both of them snapping into parallel turns away from each other. Elynth found herself suddenly very weak and she made for the small clearing on the top of the mountain below. She flared her wings and alighted gently, her heart still racing out of control. A sensation of not being fulfilled washed over her as she flared her wings suddenly. That could not be it she thought to herself. It can not be over. She could not have been wrong about what she felt for him. He was the one… but the sense of fulfillment was not there. It…


Elynth?


She turned quickly and Anthar was upon her again, knocking her over onto her back and slamming himself into her once more. She bellowed out her joy into the dark sky, his talons lowering her gently to the soft dirt beneath them as his massive cock filled her to overflowing once more. And then his mind opened and filled her completely and Elynth saw all that he was, all that he knew and all that he wished for. Foremost among that was her love. 

His trumpet echoed hers as her talons gripped him tightly, drawing him tighter; not wanting to lose what was coursing through every fiber of her being. Her wings beat the ground madly in blissful delight, her tail slamming against the grass in rapid succession as he thrust into her with dominating power. This is what she had dreamed; the total and unconditional devotion Anthar was showing her by opening his mind to her. Even as their physical bodies were joined in carnal delights, their minds joined in idyllic bliss. His powerful thrusts were more measured and controlled as he plunged into her swollen sex, keeping her poised on the edge, every nerve singing out. His magenta colored eyes remained focused on her beautiful dragon snout, even as her golden orbs fluttered in ecstasy. And then the pleasure spiraled out of control and they both lifted their heads to the night sky and bellowed out their release and pleasure. Anthar hunched against her, holding himself deeply buried within her sex, her talons pressing hard against his scales and even drawing blood in several spots. As his huge wings flared out and then gently arched around to wrap her within their embrace, Elynth felt her eyes become moist. Though they could not cry as most species did, for they lacked the major tear glands, her golden eyes did become very moist and she lifted her wings inside Anthar’s huge span. Her wings formed an inner embrace contained by his wings and Elynth sighed joyously as his large body came to rest on top of hers. Her golden eyes fluttered heavily, and it was only moments before both of them drifted into the peaceful embrace of sleep. Anthar’s voice filled her mind just before sleep took her and his words made her heart sing out in unabashed love and devotion.

For eternity my beautiful Elynth. He spoke. For eternity.  
SPARTA

“…is not turning out to be a very relaxing vacation.” Martin told Aricia and Isabella as they stood on the tarmac behind the transport that would take them up to MJOLNIR’S HAND. They had had a relatively quiet dinner the night before, and after putting the children to sleep they had gathered in their bedroom, all of them content to simply be naked and lying together in some fashion.

Aricia laughed softly. “When was the last time we had a true vacation Beloved?” She asked.


“It’s been a while.” He answered. “I really did mean for the five of you to take week in Gytheio after we got settled.”

“Then when everyone has returned you can make it up to us.” Bella said. “And we will hold you to that offer.”

“I will keep that bargain.” He said with a smile. “The five of you need your girl time together… I know that.”

“Girl time?” Isabella asked as she rolled her eyes.

Martin grinned. “Best thing I could come up with so quickly.” He pulled them both close to him and they instinctively pressed against either side of his muscular body. “How long will you be gone?” Martin asked.


“A week… no more.” Aricia answered. “This meeting is not far into The Wilds and we will eliminate much of the travel time by Jumping to Gate Thirty-three and crossing the border through Bontawillian space under Shroud.”


“Have Komirri keep the Strike Wing Shrouded unless you come under attack.” Martin told them. “There’s no sense in letting anyone know how many ships we travel with.”


Aricia reached up and ran her hand down the shoulders of his ArmorPly body armor, the crimson color on his shoulders signifying that Mjolnir’s Hand was once more at full strength. “When is the ceremony?” She asked.

“Two days.” Martin answered with a proud smile. Aricia and Isabella Leonidas knew what Mjolnir’s Hand meant to him as a complete unit, and to finally see it at full strength once more filled their mate and husband with pride. “Andro and Elynth did well. Malic and Vincix were hidden right under our noses and they will make a powerful addition.”


“Has anyone told Dalah yet?” Aricia asked.


Martin shook his head. “Arzoal wants to surprise her.” He replied. “And they need these three days to fully complete their bond.”


“Vonis is relative certain we can trust this Joyar.” Bella spoke softly. “We will be fine m'ranndii. You agree with our deal I take it?”


Martin nodded without hesitation. “Of course.” He stated. “When have I ever second guessed either one of you? Any of you for that matter?”


“It’s nice to know we have such control over you Beloved.” Aricia said in a husky voice.


Martin nodded and pulled Isabella closer to him, kissing her passionately as Aricia watched with a happy smile. Isabella drew back and caressed his face for a moment staring into his eyes with a loving smile.

“We will see you soon.” She said. “Contact us if you hear from ussta she-elf?”

Martin nodded. “You know I will.” He said.

Isabella nodded and kissed him once more and then turned and headed for the transport leaving him with Aricia. Martin waited until she was out of earshot before speaking.

“She is worried about Dysea Saaraurano.” Martin said turning back to look at Aricia. 


Aricia nodded slowly. “Yes… but she trusts in Dysea’s and your judgment completely.” She replied. “That doesn’t mean she does not worry though.”



“I do know the feeling there.” He stated.

“Beloved… be mindful of what is happening with Anja.” She said softly. “There is something bothering her. Something that she is not telling us because she does not want us to worry.”


Martin’s eyes narrowed. “What do you think it is?”


Aricia shook her head. “She is almost as good as you at brushing things off.” She said. “I think this time whatever the Elders are doing has her concerned more than she is letting on. You have felt her anger… just on the edges of her aura?”


Martin nodded. “Yes… but I did not want to press her on it.”


“That they would even suggest something like taking our children from us tells me there is more to what is going on.” Aricia said. “Perhaps more than even Anja sees.”


“I will be mindful.” He said drawing her into his full embrace. Aricia smiled brightly and wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders. “When you return Aricia Leonidas… I am going to take you into the mountains and curl your toes. Just my Anome and I.”


“Hmmm… that sounds very promising.” She told him in a husky voice. Aricia covered his lips with her and kissed with scorching passion and promises of pleasures to come. She nibbled on his bottom lip before nuzzling his neck firmly. “I will see you when we return.”


“Yes you will.” He stated.


Martin squeezed her hands and then watched as she too turned and headed for the transport. He stood there as the transport’s engines spooled up and then the ship was lifting off and was quickly gone. He didn’t pause then and turned himself and headed for the STRIKER DT that waited. He crossed the two hundred meters to the ship, Endith starting their engines as she saw him approaching, and moved quickly up the ramp into the rear. Torma turned to look at him as his hand came down on the ramp controls.


[Do you have as many questions as I Martin? Questions as to why all of this seems to be happening all at the same time?] Torma asked him.


Martin met his bonded brother’s gaze. [I’m glad I’m not the only one who thinks it stinks to high heaven.]


[What do we do?] Torma asked.


[What can we do?] Martin answered as he came up to stand in front of him and Torma lowered his massive head to within inches of Martin’s face. [We have no choice but to let it play out. At least until we get more information.]


[Isheeni and I had hoped this would be a calm six months.] Torma spoke.


Martin nodded. [You and me both Torma. You and me both.]


Martin reached up and patted Torma’s obsidian scales. [We’ll be ok.] He said. [We go down… look around… bring Yuri back and then we can relax until the ceremony. At least we have that to look forward too.]


Torma nodded his massive head. [Yes… there is that to consider.]

Martin shifted his eyes and saw Aikiro and several others sitting on the bench and watching him. No doubt she could feel the tremors within Mindvoice easily enough, but she was unable to penetrate their shields and listen to them speaking. [I should have told Endy to use all possible haste.] He stated. [Taking our time means I have to entertain Aikiro for two whole hours.]


Torma chuckled. [Better you than me brother.]


[Yeah… tell me about it. You could just eat her and be done with it.] Martin said.


Torma shook his head. [Too tough.] He replied. [I would expend too much energy trying to chew the stubbornness from her bones.]


[Oh that’s a pleasant thought.] Martin said with a smile. [Are you sure you won’t do that for me?] Torma tilted his head to the side and gazed at Martin with the dragon equivalent of an ‘Are you insane look’. Martin chuckled. [Not going to happen huh?]


[No.]


[Ok… well I had to ask.] He said as he watched Aikiro get to her feet and move back towards them. He forced a smile onto his face as she approached. “Empress?”


“Are we leaving now?” Aikiro asked. “We have been waiting on this ship for over an hour.” 


“It’s only 0300 where we are going Aikiro.” Martin answered. “Most of the base is still sleeping. Don’t worry… we’ll get there early enough… have some breakfast and then take a look around and see how everyone is doing.”


“I would like a private meeting with my family while I am there.” She stated.


“I can arrange that no problem.” Martin spoke. 


“This base must be on one of the other continents west of here if it is 0300 there.” Aikiro said.


Martin nodded. “Yep!”


“You have derived technology from your Mindvoice ship that blocks any probe I make Martin Leonidas. Why not just tell me where it is?” Aikiro asked.


“And make your life easier? Perish the thought.” He said with a smile.


“What else have you derived from the technology on that ship?” Aikiro asked evenly. “In reviewing the history cubes you gave to me, it is easy to ascertain that our ancestors were far more technologically advanced than either of our peoples.”


“That’s a safe bet.” Martin said crossing his arms over his chest.


“I have as much right to that technology as you do.” Aikiro stated. “Perhaps even more.”


“See that is where you are wrong.” Martin said. “I have no intentions or aspirations to conquer or take what is not mine. Can you honestly stand there and tell me if I gave you some of this technology that we have developed… and we have developed some things from that. We may be animals to you, but we are smart animals. Can you tell me that you will not use that technology to wipe out the Kavalian species?”


“We are at war with them!” Aikiro hissed.


“Yes you are, however, war and genocide are two completely different things.” Martin said. “Something tells me you wouldn’t differentiate between the two.”


“You can’t stand them either!” Aikiro snapped.


Martin nodded. “No I don’t. That doesn’t mean I would try and wipe out their species. I don’t like you either… and I haven’t used any of that new technology to take you out now have I. And I have more of a reason to dislike you than I do the Kavalians.”

“That is not something you could accomplish Martin Leonidas.” Aikiro stated confidently to him. “No matter how much you boast.” 

Martin smiled and stared at her for a long moment. “Are you so sure of that Aikiro?” He asked softly. “I’ll let you in on a little secret Empress Aikiro of the High Coven. I may not have anymore agents within your command structure… or even within High Coven space, but I have eyes and ears everywhere. If I really had a hardon for you, I could have walked right into High Coven space the moment the Kavalians pulled back ten years ago and we would have cleaned your clocks in less than eight months. Period. End of story.”

Aikiro forced a laugh to come out for she saw something in his eyes that told her what he was speaking was no boast. “You… you are lying.” She finally said.

Martin tilted his head to the side a little. “You think so?” He asked softly never taking his eyes off her face. “Why don’t you ask Moran and then chew on what he tells you for a while Aikiro.” Martin moved past her several steps and stopped. “The flight is just under two hours. If you have anything specific you would like for breakfast let me know and I can forward the request before we arrive. Enjoy the flight Aikiro.”

Aikiro turned slowly and watched him move quickly past the benches and head up into the cockpit portion of the STRIKER. Aikiro had always considered herself an excellent judge of people and whether they were lying to her or not. Suddenly her instincts were screaming out louder than they ever had before, and they were telling her that whatever she may have felt towards Martin Leonidas and his people…

They were telling her that Martin Leonidas had not lied to her just now.

ULU SCIMITAR

Her body lowered back to her bunk, her sleeping t-shirt thoroughly soaked with sweat, the nipples of her breasts protruding proudly through the damp fabric as if someone had been sucking on them for hours. Her chest rose and fell heavily as she tried to get her breathing under control. Her dark eyes were wide in wonderment, the sheets of her bed drenched in her come, and her thighs and stomach still quivering in the aftermath of the three volcanic orgasms she had just experienced rapid fire. They had come one directly after the other, more powerful than any she had ever received while making love with Tarren, and beyond any she had ever been able to produce herself. They had cascaded upon her, one after the other, with no break in between. 

The dreams had been so vivid… so real. The bodies of the others in her dream had been right there, the satiny blond hair and raven colored locks of the two women. The black haired female was a vampire she knew, for it was almost as if she had felt the prick of her fangs in her neck when she bit first the man and then the blond haired female. The feel of those fangs had caused her body to heave off the bed in the stunning power of the two orgasms that came with that feeling. The incredibly delicious looking body of the male, his huge cock larger than any she had ever seen, far larger and thicker than Tarren. She had felt every quiver, every single moment of agonizing pleasure they had experienced as if it was her very own. As if she was there in that bed with them.

Ne’Veha took a deep breath as her mind began to clear and the buzzing of her COM panel brought her eyes down to the desk in her small quarters. She looked around her quarters quickly, drawing her legs up and tossing them over the side of the bunk. She gasped as her bare feet touched the floor and she rose to her feet. She had to steady herself on the edge of the bed and she felt her juices slowly roll down the insides of her thighs. The shirt was all she usually wore to bed, and like most female elves Ne’Veha detested any kind of undergarment. She moved quickly to the desk and activated the COM panel. The small holo image of her co-pilot appeared.

“Yes?” She asked in a raspy voice.

“Ne’Veha?” The male spoke. “Ne’Veha, are you alright?”

“Yes… yes I’m fine Pai’lan.” She answered quickly. “What is it?”

“We have been assigned to the morning patrol exercises and I wanted to know if you wished to meet for breakfast to go over flight plans and tasks before we launched.” He spoke.

Ne’Veha nodded slowly. “Very… very well. I will shower and meet you in the mess lounge.”

“Are you sure you are ok Ne’Veha?” He asked. “You look like… do you have company Ne’Veha?” He asked with a smile.

Her eyes flared. “What? No!” She exclaimed. “I’ll meet you in twenty minutes Pai’lan!” She detected the smile on his face as the transmission ended and Ne’Veha stood up to her full height of five foot three. “It was just a dream.” She spoke aloud. “An exquisite dream… but still only a dream.”
Ne’Veha felt sated like never before in her life. Tarren had been her first man, and after the first few times it had grown pleasant to be with him. He had never made her feel as she did now though, so completely fulfilled, but at least he was real to the touch. No matter how much she had responded to this dream, it was not real. There was no man out there with two women of such beauty fawning over him, especially not with a cock like she saw in her dream. While Ne’Veha had refused Tarren’s invitation to join him and his other elf female in their bed, she had never been dismissive of that type of relationship. Had he asked her before hand, after they had been together a few years, Ne’Veha probably would have been very open to it.
Ne’Veha realized she hadn’t thought about Tarren in several weeks until just this very moment, and that fact made her confident that he was well and truly out of her life. She took a deep breath and moved for the shower in her quarters.

Perhaps she would have a similar dream tonight.

BELID 
THE WILDS


Colonel Drtev of the KFI had never really cared for Immortals when he worked with them daily. He cared for them even less now. His cobalt blue eyes held nothing but death and mayhem for the two much larger Immortals that held him pinned to the wall, however he was not in a position to do anything about it. He tasted his own blood from his split lips, his arms pinned to his sides and his head throbbing from where they had slammed him into the solid steel wall. His eyes cut to the large Immortal that moved up in front of him, his dark eyes filled with hate and cruelness.

“I’ll give you thirty seconds to tell me why you have been looking for us Pureblood.” The Immortal spoke. “Then I will gut you and leave you here in this warehouse to die while we drink to your corpse.”


“I was ordered to find you.” Drtev hissed. “Usstan xsa zhaunus kat ssinssrin ulu ragar dos.” (I damn sure didn’t want to find you.)


“Ordered by whom?”


“Marshall Pusintin of the Kavalian Federation.” Drtev replied knowing that to lie would only lead to a faster death. And he had no desire to die.


“What does the Lycavorian traitor want with us?” The Immortal asked.


“He has a proposition for your commander.” Drtev replied. “A task he wants you to perform.”


“What task?”


“I was ordered to give it directly to your leader.” Drtev spoke.


“I am Phy’iad. These are my Immortals.” The Immortal spoke moving closer. “So speak Pureblood.”


“He came without weapons Commander.” One of the Immortals that held him spoke holding out the data pad. “He carried this.”

“So you are either telling the truth or you think too highly of your skills Pureblood.” Phy’iad said taking the pad. “Which is it?”


“Marshall Pusintin wants you to complete a task for him.” Drtev said. “Once you have done that I am to contact him and he will come to where you designate to insure you can do what it is you say you can do.”

“And again I ask you what this task is?” Phy’iad spoke baring his vampiric fangs. “Do not make me ask a third time.”


“It is all there.” Drtev answered motioning with his head to the data pad. “Enter the code nine nine four one.”

Phy’iad’s large finger entered the code and the pad came alive with the typed message. His dark sunken eyes grew slighter wider as he read for several moments and then he looked up at Drtev. “Is this Pusintin wun quarth d'ukt shar? Why would I want to do this and risk all that we have now?” (In command of his mind)  

“I was instructed to tell you price is no object.” Drtev said. “You can name it and it will be paid.”


“We must be alive to spend it fool!” Phy’iad spoke. “I am many things… but I am not ushdui. Why would he want us to do this?” (Crazy)

“I don’t know all the details.” Drtev spoke. “I assume it would be something he discussed with you if he was satisfied with whatever results you show him. This task will lead to another task in the future that is more important.”


“What task?” Phy’iad asked.


“I do not have knowledge of that.” Drtev spoke. 


“And why would he send you to deliver this message?” Phy’iad snapped. “I have no more love for the Kavalians than I do for Purebloods.”


“He sent me because I am expendable and I knew where to begin trying to find you and your organization.” Drtev replied honestly. “If this is not something you wish to undertake then just tell me that and I will be on my way. I have no love for your kind either and I do not wish to remain among you any longer than necessary.”


Phy’iad laughed. “You are very brave to speak in this manner to me Pureblood.”


“It’s not bravery.” Drtev answered. “I am consigned to my fate whatever it may be. I will either die fighting you, or the High Coven, or I will die by the hands of the Kavalian Secret Police. The how and the why is meaningless now.”


“Having second thoughts about throwing in your lot with the Kavalian dogs are you?” Phy’iad said.


“No.” Drtev answered immediately.

Phy’iad stared at Drtev for a long moment. “Release him.” He told his two men. Drtev made no sudden moves as they released him and he flexed his arms to work out the kinks. “This will not be cheap.” He spoke holding up the data pad. “We will have to take them from one of the resort moons near the Union border. There is always more security and risk involved when operating that close.”


“Can you do it or not?” Drtev asked.


Phy’iad nodded. “We could always use new playthings.” He spoke.


“How long?” Drtev asked.


“A week to plan and execute.” He answered immediately. “I will contact you when it is done. Where will you be?”


“I have reserved a suite on Ricot Four.” Drtev answered. “4483. I will remain there for one week and one day. If I do not hear from you by then I will assume you failed and I will return to Cabelir.”


“We don’t fail Pureblood.” Phy’iad snarled.


Drtev smiled for the first time. It was a smile of regret and despair. “I have learned many things serving the Kavalians Immortal.” He spoke. “I have an idea what it is they will attempt. And what your role in that will be. Trust me, you may succeed in your plans for the immediate future… but ultimately if I am right in what I think, you will fail.”


Phy’iad smiled as well. “We shall see.” He spoke. “We shall see. Take him back to the tavern. I will contact you when we have completed this operation and we have what your Marshall requires. I want a hundred million credits for this. We will talk of further payment when he tells us what it is he wants in the end.”


Drtev nodded. “I will see to the transfer of the credits.” He spoke.


“Do that.” Phy’iad said. “When that is done we will act.”

BONTAWILLIAN LOW GRAVITY FRIGATE


“…mean you lost them?” The Kavalian officer snarled in the transmission. His blue eyes were not in any way inviting.

Gareld stared at the transmission from the small office he had off the bridge of his ship. “It is just as I explained to you. She had help. A pureblood traveling with Immortals. They were able to escape us near Yocetu and my ship does not have the sensor capability to scan several sectors at once or to track them once they go to Shroud.”


“She is the elf daughter of the criminal Leonidas!” The Kavalian snapped. “Why would Immortals be helping her?”


“That is another story within itself.” Gareld spoke. “If you wish me to complete the task I will need assistance. The G9s have a limited range, and there are only so many planets they can go to but it would take me several months to search the nearby sectors with just my ship. We do not have the range of advanced sensors to conduct such a search.”


“You were paid fifty million credits and you told us you could do this Gareld!” The Kavalian spoke.


“Yes… and had not the Immortals interfered I would have.” Gareld snapped back. “You did not tell me she would draw interest from Immortals!”


“We do not deal with the scum that used to serve your kind!” The officer barked. “We kill them!”


“Yes, well it is that scum that has taken your fifty million credit elf.” Gareld spoke. “And I am not equipped to fight Cha’talla and his Immortals.”


“Cha’talla?” The officer spoke leaning forward in his chair. “You said Cha’talla. We were under the impression that the former High Lord’s Captain was dead. Killed by his very hand.”


Gareld nodded. “Yes… many were led to believe that. It is not true however.
“He told him. “He was saved by this pureblood female I have been speaking of.
 She is his plaything it seems. He has taken his entire Akruxian tribe and hides somewhere within The Wilds. If we find Cha’talla… we find the elf female.”

The Kavalian officer was silent for a moment. “Stand by on this channel Gareld. I need to contact my superior for directions.”


Gareld nodded. “I’ll be here.” He stated as the transmission ended and he sat back in his chair. He turned his head to look at his executive officer.


“We are taking a chance involving them in this way Gareld.” Sandur spoke. “And the men will not be happy about having to deal with Immortals. Not after we lost twenty-four on Yocetu.”

Gareld nodded. “A necessary risk Sandur.” He spoke. “I have made arrangements for you and I should the need arise. You have been beside me since the beginning. All is not lost yet however.”

“The funds?”


“Safely tucked away in four different accounts that only you and I know of.” Gareld spoke.


“Do we want to cross the Kavalians Gareld?”


“For the seventy million credits we made on this operation I would betray my very own mother.” Gareld said. “And if they help us to find her… we will not have anything to worry about.”


“He seemed very interested in the fact that Cha’talla is alive.” Sandur said.


“Yes… I thought that odd as well.” Gareld spoke. “It doesn’t matter really. If they want her that bad they will help us. And from the way they jumped at this opportunity when I first presented it to them, they want her Sandur.”


“I hope you are right.” Sandur spoke. “I hope you are right.”

SODRAG

“…he is correct Yuri.” Aikiro spoke from the portable chair she occupied inside the huge hanger.

The remainder of the flight to this base had been uneventful, Leonidas remaining in the cockpit of the STRIKER and his beast in the pens. When they landed, the dawn was beginning to spread its fingers across the sky and he led them to the large mess lounge. It was a common misconception that vampires did not need to eat. Contrary to the ancient Earth legends and myths, vampires were about as undead as Lycavorians and humans. It was true that they drank blood, and that they needed it to survive, but that was not their only means of sustenance. They could eat normal food just as well as the next person and upon entering the mess lounge they found many men and women had already begun to rise and were in the lounge when they got here drinking coffee and talking in quiet voices as they ate their food. And many of them were vampire members of the Durcunusaan detachment assigned to the base.


Aikiro was able to eat breakfast with her daughters and grandchildren, Javier and Lucia doing most of the talking during the breakfast, eager to show their grandmother what they had learned. Neither of them, however, gave their instructors any of the credit. After the breakfast Martin walked with Aikiro as they moved among the stations of hand to hand training that Zarah Leonidas was conducting, as well as the close quarter’s flight maneuvering that Daurgo was instructing the dragons through. She sat through a brief class in Ground Support tactics for the pilots, noticing that Toria seemed very animated, more so than at any time since she had known the young woman. Looking at her, Aikiro decided she missed the red head’s attentions and would take her back with her to Sparta. Though she remained silent during most of the short tour, Aikiro grudgingly admitted to herself that the instruction was intense and very thorough. She also was able to take in and memorize at least the portions of the base she was able to see. She didn’t expect and was not given a tour of the main Operations Command and Control center, but she was able to mark entry ways and exits to that one story facility. She was also able to locate at least two positions that had to be assisting in generating the Mindvoice Shield that encompassed the entire base. She had been unable to sense anything before moving through a certain point, but once inside the shield her mind exploded with the thoughts and emotions of everyone within the shield.


Narice was being very reserved, more so than she usually was, and Carisia remained silent for most of the breakfast. Aikiro noticed a flush in their tanned skinned however, and she easily noticed that their Mindvoice shields had increased significantly in power, Carisia’s even more than Narice. The dragons as well had radically more power in their Mindvoice shields from when they had arrived on Earth, and many of the Riders had grown in stature as well. Where as before she could easily touch all of them and breach their shields, she found it increasingly difficult to do now, not without directing more concentration to the attempt. She knew it was because their bonds with their dragons was growing more powerful, and to try and force anything while she was here would be a drastic measure she did not want to use for risk of it being detected.


Now as they gathered in one of the empty hangers near where the STRIKER was parked, Aikiro would get a better sense of what was really happening. She could detect no listening devices nearby or set up within the hanger itself as they gathered around and sat at the large table that had been set up for them.


“Mother I…” Yuri began.


“It is the truth Yuri. I had our own medical people on the INQUISITOR confirm and verify the information and data from the Hadarian witch. Leonidas is not the one who raped you nor is he Lisisa’s father.” Aikiro said softly. “It was his brother Pleistarchus.”


Yuri sat in the chair still very stunned even though she had read completely through the information Androcles had given to them. The pad had been signed by her mother and unaltered in any way, but Yuri still could not believe the facts in front of her.


“How… how could that be?” Yuri gasped.


Aikiro shook her head. “I don’t know all the details, but his brother, who we now know as Pusintin, is Lisisa’s father.” She replied. “Somehow he made his way inside whatever facility you were staying in and then faked the call from Leonidas. You saw what I sent you.” She stated. “It matches perfectly with the time you were raped and then confirmed by some grainy but still very viewable security tapes. It is also the way they were able to confirm Pusintin’s true identity. Leonidas was confirmed as on the EDEN Moon Base when you were raped daughter. That is in the standard logs from the base. Not to mention Lisisa’s core DNA data strands match Pusintin’s, not Martin Leonidas.”


Yuri got to her feet slowly and walked around the table deep in thought. Aikiro and the others watched her as she moved in silence. She finally stopped behind Lucia and looked at her mother. “It does not matter.” She spoke suddenly. “I do not distinguish between the two. They are both animals as far as I am concerned.”


“Your hatred towards Martin Leonidas has been misplaced all these years sister!” Narice spoke. “And he is nothing like Pusintin and you know that. Pusintin is a monster that has gleefully butchered our kind for sport. Martin Leonidas has done none of these things.”


“He is a pig!” Yuri spat viciously. “Their entire species are pigs! They are animals that are beneath us! Why do you defend him Narice?”

“I defend him because he is innocent of the reasons you hate him.” Narice spoke. “You can not hold him responsible for something his brother did. He did not even know who he was when this act occurred Yuri. Your loathing is misplaced and it clouds your judgment and reason now. We are here to have them train us and our dragons to battle the Kavalians. Since we have arrived you have been nothing but a distraction to the others and you have fought everything they have tried to teach us.”


“We do not need their help?” Yuri hissed.


“Perhaps you do not… but I have no desire to die in battle with the Kavalians. Nor do I wish to see Deneth killed because we are ill prepared.” Narice said. “You have seen yourself that our dragons and riders are children when compared to what they can do.”


“It has something to do with the Mindvoice ship.” Aikiro said. “They have found some way to increase their bonds with the technology in that ship.”


Narice shook her head. “I don’t think so mother.” She said. “The bonds we have with our bonded ones have increased ten fold since we came here, and that is simply because we have taken the time to study and know our dragons as we never did before.”


“Listen to yourself Narice!” Yuri snapped. “You are beginning to sound like one of them now!”


“I am listening and I am learning what they teach us, because unlike you and Vollenth sister, I know where my place will be when we fight the Kavalian dogs again!” Narice barked angrily as she came to her feet. “If Deneth and I die when that day comes, it will not be because I let some fool hatred of an innocent man keep us from learning all we can to stay alive!”


“Then you are a fool!” Yuri snapped dismissing her. “You are still a child when compared to me Narice. You have not seen what Lycavorians can do! You did not see the way he butchered our brother!”

“Our brother Xerxes was a demented pig!” Narice snapped. “As you so often have told me! He fancied himself a god!”


“Enough!” Aikiro snapped loudly. Aikiro watched her oldest and youngest daughters for a long moment, her dark eyes unreadable as they glared at each other. She took a deep silent breath and shook her head. “We must not fight among ourselves.” She said softly. “I will not allow it. Yuri… you will return with me to Sparta. The Kavalians know you are on Earth and you do not make an appearance with me they will know something is not right. And Vollenth must remain here and continue to be instructed. Leonidas is correct and the Kavalians undoubtedly know our dragons have left Usu Ozeib 7. We must not give them any reason to suspect they are here on Earth. They are already acting like fools by trying to force Lisisa Leonidas to become one of them.”

“The Kavalians are trying to force their laws upon her grandmother?” Carisia asked quickly, leaning forward in her chair.


Aikiro nodded. “They apparently tried to force their citizenship laws upon her early this morning in Sparta.” She answered. “They were not successful. Robert and Tesand were going to move among the streets of Sparta for the better part of the day and try to gauge what kind of reaction this will elicit from the people.”

Narice shook her head. “It will not matter.” She said as she settled back into her chair. “She is a hero to the people of the Union. She is almost as highly regarded as Androcles. The Kavalians will not succeed.”


Aikiro nodded. “Robert, Tesand and I agree with that assessment as well.” She stated. “Robert has also discovered some rather interesting information in regards to Androcles new wife.” This brought Carisia’s head up somewhat. “It appears she was part of a program that Veldruk established many years ago. They used Lycavorian women as low level Intelligence Agents. It appears this Sadi is the one that helped Leonidas and this Armetus to begin the Intelligence Purge twenty-five years ago. Her stepmother got her involved but apparently Sadi Leonidas became much more established than anyone thought. When she discovered they were about to expose her, she gave all she knew to this Armetus.”

Yuri looked at Aikiro her anger at Narice simmering just under the surface. “You think… you think her position as Crown Princess is a reward of some sort?”


Aikiro nodded. “Yes. Robert is attempting to confirm as much of it as possible, and it might be information that comes in useful when it is time to act. It apparently is not common knowledge among the people of the Union.”


“So our initial plans remain active then?” Yuri asked.


Aikiro nodded. “Yes.”

Narice leaned forward. “Mother isn’t it wise that all of us be aware of the initial plan?” She asked. “Whatever it may be?” Narice felt Yuri’s eyes focus on her as well as her mother’s but she remained calm and completely in control.


Aikiro shook her head after a brief moment. “The less that know of what our full plans are the better. You will be made aware of them when the time is right.”


“Is that wise mother?” Narice pressed forward.


Aikiro met her gaze. “It is how it will be Narice!” She spoke sternly. “I will speak no more of it now. Not here. Androcles Leonidas has demanded that Thast and the others return as well. He says he is tired of hearing them complain.”

“He will learn nothing useful where he is.” Yuri spoke turning to her mother. “Better to bring him and the others back and make it appear we are acquiescing. They might be useful within Sparta.”


Aikiro nodded. “Very well. Now tell me of this shield surrounding this base. Anything that you may have learned. We need to establish some sort of communication conduit through it.”


“The main gate is too heavily guarded and patrolled grandmother.” Dante spoke quickly. “It is, however, possible to penetrate it in one area that I have seen. One of us could do this, blur outside the shield range and send back a transmission from within the elf city nearby. I know the city is not surrounded by this shield for I heard several of the Durcunusaan talking how they hated having to enter the elf city to contact their mates via Mindvoice.”


“You are certain of this?” Aikiro asked.


Dante nodded. “Yes.”


“Explain it to me quickly Dante. Leonidas will be coming soon for us to return.” Aikiro said.


Narice glanced quickly at Carisia and they shared a concerned look before turning to listen to Dante.

“…damn fool thing to do!” Martin spoke firmly as he and Andro walked slowly along the tarmac heading for the STRIKER. Torma and Elynth moved with them on opposite shoulders. Andro’s ArmorPly matched his father’s with the crimson shoulder boards now adorning the body armor. “You should have contacted me first and got permission.”


Andro looked at his father. “It was a solid plan and we had to move quickly.” He said evenly. “Helen and Arzoal agreed and I thought I was beyond having to ask you for permission to conduct myself father?”


Martin looked at him and sighed. “You are Andro… but if the plan had backfired it would have caused a really big problem with the Coven.”


“It went perfectly.” Andro said. “Yuri does not even know the difference, and it only confirms our suspicions that the reason for his behavior was that the bond was not natural. Even you agreed with that assessment.”


“And what do we tell her when she discovers the truth?” Martin asked. “And she will discover the truth Andro.”


“We tell her to get nubous!” Andro popped. “They brought their dragons here to learn from us father. We agreed as Talon Guardians that we could not send forty of our brothers and sisters into battle untrained didn’t we? All of us?”


Torma nodded his massive head. [We did.]

[King Martin… we did not act rashly.] Elynth spoke gently. [The Elders had the plan worked out very carefully. The Elder Mother would not have agreed to it otherwise.]


“It also allowed us the opportunity to discover the final member of Mjolnir’s Hand father, and that is something none of us expected as an outcome.” Andro spoke softly. “You can’t tell me discovering Malic and Vincix was not worth it?”

Martin nodded. “True.”


“The shield will prevent her from discovering the truth until she returns father, and it will be all the time Vollenth needs to be well on his way to ridding himself of her. She is a festering disease with the hatred she carries in her. It taints her thinking.” Andro spoke. “It is a hatred that will not go away even though she now knows the truth. She will continue to hate you, all of us… and she won’t know why. There is something else going on with her. Inside her… and it is slowly eating away at her and you, me and our people are just the thing she needs to act out against.”


“I get that feeling too.” Martin said softly. “Well… it’s done now. We’ll deal with it when it comes up again. The others?”


Andro nodded. “They are progressing better than I had first thought father.” He said. “Better than any of us had hoped I think. They are not like what we thought they would be.”


[Even though their bonds were not well developed, they took on more of their bonded ones traits than we first thought.] Elynth said. [Given time and training I believe that Deneth and Anthar could challenge for a spot among Mjolnir’s Hand with their skill and ability. The others would make fine Bonded Pairs within the Union.]


“Have we discovered anything on these insurgents?” Andro asked.


Martin shook his head. “Aricia and Bella left this morning with Vonis to try and make some headway. Anton and Cihera should be on Nebonese by now. They are trying to set up a meet with the Evolli who supposedly is in charge of the group that hit Eleysi Three and were targeting your mothers. Andreus is still trying to make headway into who gave up your sister’s Jump route and do it without making too many waves and send whoever is involved scurrying for cover like cockroaches. We’ll be announcing it tonight on the Netnews. You told Zarah I take it?”


Andro nodded. “Against my better judgment… but better she find out through us just before mother gets there. She will not worry as much knowing Normya is with mother. She took it better than I expected. She’s maturing father.”


Martin nodded. “I know… I just don’t need her running off to save her sister and causing more issues with her temper, especially since she is going through her Coming of Age. She is too much like me in that regard.”


“She won’t leave… she knows with you keeping Resumar helping mother with the Kavalians I need her here.” Andro spoke.


[Her unarmed skills are unmatched and it is better that they learn from the finest.] Torma spoke. 


“Well… that’s another thing. Just keep an extra eyeball on her.” Martin said looking at him. “Has Res talked to you recently?”


Andro shook his head. “Not since right after they returned to Earth why?”


“He’s been acting odd.” Martin said. “Nothing real major, but not his usual self. I think he has found a female. I can detect a faint tangerine scent on him now, but he has been using scent maskers so I can’t get a clear enough mark.”


“Perhaps he does not want you to discover this woman and chase her away before he has a chance to prepare her for becoming part of our family.” Andro said with a grin.


“Sadi didn’t have any issues.” Martin said.


“Sadi has been part of our family since that night on the island father.” Andro answered. “Though twenty-five years had passed the transition for her was seamless.”


[KertaGai is not your average female either King Martin.] Elynth spoke with some humor in her voice. [She can’t be and be devoted to Andro.]

“Thank you so much sister.” Andro spoke reaching out to shove her in her thick neck scales.


Martin nodded and laughed softly. “Yeah… that’s true. You guys just used to tell me everything.”


“And that usually amounted to us getting into trouble in some fashion.” Andro said with a nod. “Perhaps he is preparing her. Give him space father. I have Arrarn working his contacts at Gate Control on Apo Prime. I will have him coordinate with Uncle Andreus so that they are not working against each other.”


“Sending Normya back to Apo Prime with a busted ship was wrong.” Martin spoke sternly looking at him. “She’s still too young.”

“She is the finest pilot we have behind mother and Arrarn in the STRIKERs and the TYPE IIs and you know that.” Andro replied. “She is under my command, and Arrarn and I both felt it would be an excellent training experience. And it was. She made it to Apo Prime with no trouble. You are the one who told me I am Crown Prince and I will need to look at my siblings as soldiers when the time is needed. Normya is more ready than you give her credit for father. Arrarn and I agreed it was a good move to build her confidence.”


“You should have checked with me or your mother.” Martin said.


“My Command… my decision.” He answered.


Martin met his eyes. “What else aren’t you telling me son?” He asked. His dark eyes bore into Andro for a long moment. “Lisisa and Denali for example?”

“What aren’t you telling me father?” Andro asked him. “The ARIZONA Class you kept hidden from all of us? From me? Lisisa not being our sister by blood? For example.”

“It is a purely offensive weapons platform Andro.” Martin said quickly. “It goes against everything we have done for the last quarter century. It wasn’t something I wanted bandied about. And Lisisa is your sister, regardless of whose blood flows in her veins.”


Andro nodded. “We decided that within an hour of Helen telling us.” Andro replied. “You still should have told us.” 

“Maybe.” Martin said. “I want you to watch them carefully Andro. I don’t trust Aikiro as far as I could throw her. None of them can be trusted in my opinion. And do not give them the Mark Eleven saddles.”

Andro stopped walking and looked at him. “Father the Mark Elevens are the only reason we were able to develop suitable tactics to fight the T19s.”


“Teach them whatever else you think they can handle… but no MEs.” Martin said.


[Without the MEs King Martin, the protection they provide, they will suffer many casualties needlessly.] Elynth spoke.


[They will also be able to reverse engineer the technology.] Torma spoke now. [That is not something we can allow.]


[Does grandmother know this?] Elynth demanded.


“This is a decision I’m making as King Elynth.” Martin spoke. “I will not hand them a means to create technology they will undoubtedly turn back on us. Arzoal… Arzoal didn’t like it… but she agreed to it.”


[But… they will die King Martin. No matter what or how well we teach them they will die. Sending them into battle without the MEs will see them invariably die in groups until they are all gone.] Elynth said.


“I know.” Martin said softly. “It is not a decision I made lightly.”

“Father… they are not our enemies.” Andro said. “They are Riders… just like you and I.”


“They are High Coven!” Martin said.


“Yes… but as we have seen over the years and even now with these insurgents… not everyone adheres to Aikiro’s and Yuri’s dream of domination.” Andro spoke. 


[That is not a risk we can take.] Torma spoke. 

“I know neither of you likes this but...” Martin said. 


[It is wrong!] Elynth barked out.


[Daughter!] Torma exclaimed surprised at Elynth’s reaction to say the least. [You will watch your tone!]


[It is wrong father and you know it!] Elynth spat.


“You two are the ones who advised caution before they even got here.” Martin spoke. “You said if there is not a possibility of training them we should send them packing.”


Andro nodded. “Yes… but with the exception of Yuri and Vollenth… which we have already taken care of… it is possible to train them. They have come so far in only ten days father.”


Martin shook his head. “My decision stands. They are not here just for us to train their dragons and you know it. You can sense it just as I can.”

Andro nodded. “Yes I know… but where does the mistrust end father? Where does the inbred hatred stop?” 

Martin stared at him for a long moment. “I’ll meet you half way son. Show me what you think they can do when they are ready. Show me that they won’t turn that technology around on us. Show me that and I will rescind the order. Until then it stays in place. We can’t take the risk that giving them the technology in the Mark Elevens will expose.” Martin turned his head and saw Aikiro and the others leaving the hanger near the STRIKER. “I want to get back before morning in Sparta and catch a few hours of sleep.” He looked at Andro. “I know the Coven son… they can’t be trusted.” He gripped Andro’s hand and forearm. “I’ll see you tomorrow evening your time so we can prepare for the ceremony.”

Andro nodded slowly. “Very well father.” He spoke tight lipped.

Martin nodded and then turned to head for the STRIKER with Torma on his heels. Andro felt Elynth move closer to him, dropping her huge head to within inches of his shoulder.

[Andro…]

[He has no intention of giving them the MEs Elynth.] Andro said softly to her in their private Mindvoice connection. [No matter what we show him they can do. Dante and Javier I don’t trust and Lucia is questionable… but the others… they are becoming just as dedicated to their bonded ones as any Pair in the Union.]

[What… what do we do?] She asked.

Andro turned his head to look at her. He reached up and ran his hand along her snout and under her golden eyes. [I will not let old hatreds and distrust take from us what we both have only just found Elynth… you know that.]
[It is not Carisia and Anthar I worry for.] Elynth said. [I understand what our father’s mean Andro… part of me agrees with them… but the Talon Guardian in me is repulsed at the thought of just dismissing them.]

Andro nodded. [I as well.]

[Then what do we do?]

Andro turned back to face the STRIKER as its engines wound up and they prepared to take off.

[I don’t know.]

